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Poems: Samuel McCoy 

SPRING-SONG 

Early some morning in May-time 

I shall awaken 

When the breeze blowing in at the window 

Shall bathe me 

With the delicate scents 

Of the blossoms of apples, 

Filling my room with their coolness 

And beauty and fragrance — 

As of old, as of old, 

When your spirit dwelt with me, 

My heart shall be pure 

As the heart that you gave me. 

A SWEETHEART: THOMPSON STREET 

Queen of all streets, Fifth Avenue 

Stretches her slender limbs 
From the great Arch of Triumph, on, — 

On, where the distance dims 

The splendors of her jewelled robes, 

Her granite draperies; 
The magic, sunset-smitten walls 

That veil her marble knees; 

For ninety squares she lies a queen, 

Superb, bare, unashamed, 
Yielding her beauty scornfully 

To worshippers unnamed. 
[189] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

But at her feet her sister glows, 

A daughter of the South: 
Squalid, immeasurably mean, — 

But oh! her hot, sweet mouth! 
My Thompson Street! a Tuscan girl, 

Hot with life's wildest blood; 
Her black shawl on her black, black hair, 

Her brown feet stained with mud; 

A scarlet blossom at her lips, 

A new babe at her breast; 
A singer at a wine-shop door, 

(Her lover unconfessed). 

Listen! a hurdy-gurdy plays — 

Now alien melodies: 
She smiles, she cannot quite forget 

The mother over-seas. 

But she no less is mine alone, 

Mine, mine! Who may I be? 

Have / betrayed her from her home? 

I am called Liberty! 

THE OFF-SHORE WIND 

The skies are sown with stars tonight, 
The sea is sown with light, 
The hollows of the heaving floor 
Gleam deep with light once more, 
The racing ebb-tide flashes past 
And seeks the vacant vast, 
[190] 



